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fellow artists living in the vicinity, and we wandered about
the streets in our work overalls, visiting one another's studios,
looking at each other's work, advising, criticizing and discussing.
Someone advised me to work in the night school at Aldwych.
The school (if I remember right) was endowed and therefore
gratis. I jumped at this opportunity and at the end of a
weary day, capped by my visit to the children, I put sand-
wiches in my pocket and started for Aldwych in the Under-
ground.
Gilbert Bayes was a teacher at the school, and knowing his
work I was glad to know him. He was charming and sym-
pathetic and helpful, but I did not get on. Either I was too
tired or else I cannot work in a school. Be that as it may, I
hated the model, I could not interest myself in the theme,
and I found that instead of looking forward to my evenings,
they became more and more dreaded and irksome. For some
time I forced myself, thinking it must be good for one to do
the things which are not easy or pleasant. But when I proved
that my effort was vain and that I did not get on, I gave it
up. Instead, I accepted the invitation of John Tweed to
work in his studio.
John Tweed, who was a friend of most of my friends, I
had known for some little time. He was a pupil of Rodin
and could do fine work when it was work that inspired or
interested him. A temperamental genius, oppressed like most
artists by the necessity of money, and obliged therefore to
accept orders that were almost suicidally distasteful to him.
His studio was encumbered at odd times, first by a gigantic
equestrian of Sir George White (whose name had faded from
significance by the time it was finished), then by a super life-
sized Lord Clive which now stands before the India Office,
and later a Joseph Chamberlain in a frock coat. Maybe I
remember Kitchener on a horse. " Why do you do it ? "
I asked him. And his answer—a groan.
John was, in some ways, a mad man. His work and his life
drove him mad. He knew what good work could be; the
severest critic of others, he could criticize himself also, and
he knew there were other ways of working, but not in England
He could not choose, however, a family depended on him.

